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Memoriam I often use to-day and have in my bedroom
bears the date of my father's death. I know no religious
poetry which moves, strengthens, and calms me as his
does. -In some ways Wordsworth has for me what M.
Arnold called a greater " healing power ", but it is not
nearly so religious a healing. Tennyson's profound belief
in God and immortality and the wonderful expression he
could give to it have, as you say, a gift for speaking to us
in these moments which I think no other poetry has.
Good-bye. Don't think of answering this. I have very
nearly torn it up. It is not what I wanted to say. But I
did not quite like to receive your letter in silence, and
wanted besides to say that I felt your letter an act and
proof of our friendship, which I hope will live and grow
whatever opinions divide us.
Yours affectionately,
john C.B.
To his Wife	i, Savile Road, *
Oxford
July 19, 1919
... I love coming to Oxford—all the people here suit
me so well—their ideals of life are mine and mine are
theirs: and the air of ancient peace and culture attunes
with my soul altogether. It is perhaps doubly so to-day
when one's head is filled with the alarms and worries of
the newspapers at the Socialist man getting in in Colne
Valley. Here at least one seems entirely outside these
sordid struggles of classes, one fixed on grasping, and the
other on retaining, the material good things of life. I
don't mean that I can look down on them—far from it—no
one less—I think far too much of these things: and it is
because I do that the Socialist writing on the wall is so
disquieting to my complacent optimism. Not that it is
mere selfishness that rejects their theories—I don't believe
1 Where he was staying with Mr. and Mrs. Matheson.

